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It came like a clap of thunder out of a clear sky. For days he is robbed of all enjoyment, and wanders about the ruins of Rome like a spiritless body. In the first flush of feeling he cannot understand the behaviour of his beloved and thinks he has cause to find fault with her. "And so that was all that thou hadst to say to a beloved friend who has so long been yearning for a good word from thee, and who has not spent a day, indeed not an hour since he left thee without thinking of thee. ... I cannot tell thee how thy short note has rent my heart asunder. Farewell, my only love, and do not harden thy heart against me!" In a few days the mist rolls away from his eyes; he recognises his fault. On the i$tla. he writes: "O, my most beloved, if I could only put upon this sheet every good, true, and sweet word of love and friendship, could tell thee and assure thee that I am near, very near thee, and that I enjoy my life only for thy sake! Thy short note has pained me, but most of all because I have caused thee pain. Thou wilt keep silent toward me? Thou wilt take back the tokens of thy love? Thou canst not do that without suffering much, and I am to blame for it. But perhaps there is a letter from thee on the way, which will cheer me and comfort me; perhaps my diary has arrived in a favourable moment and rejoiced thee."
As a matter of fact a second letter from Frau von Stein did arrive soon, but, being an answer to his two hasty, rambling letters of November,* it was no more edifying than the first one. Nevertheless he thanks her for it. He is willing to forget the painful contents of the letter. " My love: I beg thee on bended knee, I implore thee, make it easier for me to return to thee, that I need not remain in banishment in the wide, wide world. Pardon me graciously the wrongs I have done thee, and lift me up. Write me long letters and tell me often how thou livest, that thou art well, and that thou lovest me. . . . Do not consider me parted from thee; nothing in the world can replace what I should lose in thee and in my relations there. . . .
* It took a letter sixteen days to go from Weimar to Rome.